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Then boyles my bind in euery part.

and beates in euery vayne ?
Thy voice when I do heare,

then collour conies and goes,
Some tyme as pale as Earth I looke,

fome tyme as red as Rofe.
If thy fweete Face do fmyle,

then who fo well as I ?
If thou but caft a fcornefull looke,

then out alas I dye.
But flyll I lyue in payne,

my fortune wylleth fo,
That I Ihuld burne and thou yet

no whytt of all my wo.

" Nhappye tonge
why dydfte thou not confent

) When fyrft myne eyes
dyd vewe that Princely face,
To Ihow good wyll,
that hart opprefl than ment
And why 1ft tyme was,
to fewe for prefent grace.
O fayntyng Hart,
why dydfl thou then concealc?
Thyne inwarde Fyers,
that flamde in euery vayne,
Whan pytie and
gentlenes, were bent to heale.
Why dydfl thou not,
declare thy ragyng payne ?
When well thou mightft
haue moued her gentle mynde*
Why dydfle thou than,
kepe backe thy wofull playn ?